
JED NERRIN, who owned the small clam- 
ming boats that brought clams, oysters 
and lobsters to the Maine coast from the Sand 
ler Banks, headed the little ketch inshore. 

Only that morning he'd brought his son 
Cory, and half-a-dozen other members of thi 
Pirates Club into Mariner's Cove for a picnic 
Cory, who was fourteen, and the others wht 
were the same age, enjoyed the weekly op 
portunities to roam the Cove, famous for its 
ancient Pirate lore. Here Mogul McKenzie had 
foundered in 1867. Here, the cruel Blackbeard 
had seized two men-of-war and looted and sunk 
them both. Signs of pirate treasure had been 
found often here— pieces of eight, two pound- 
er guns, iron fragments of shot. 

Involuntarily, Jed Nerrin's eyes turned 
toward Skull Island, just a mile off the Cove 
and only three miles from the fishing village. 
He shuddered. It was off Skull Island, in 1812, 
that the notorious British pirate, Sir Roger 
Conway, had stink in a gale, his distress rockets 
going up in a fountain of fire. Neither the 
ship, nor any of her doomed crew, had ever 
been found. And for years afterward, in gales, 
credulous coasters would claim to see the ghost 
rockets going up from the ghost ship of the 
bloody pirate. 

The ketch beached and Jed Nerrin shut off 
the engine, waiting for Cory and his friends 
to appear over the dunes. The sun was almost 
sunk beneath the distant, low hills to the west. 
In its ruddy light, the rough rock formation 
that gave Skull Island its name flamed like a 
skull of blood. 

Again Jed Nerrin shuddered. For, though 
the ghost lights hadn't been seen for over a 
century and a quarter, only a month before 
they had appeared in two separate gales. 

A chill wind sprang up, the shadows length- 
ened and then Cory's blonde head came over 
the top of the dunes. He waved to his father. 
Behind him trooped the other members of the 
Pirate Club. Tired but happy they splashed 
through a few inches of surf and climbed 
aboard the ketch. 

"Find anything?" Cory's father asked, as 
the rest o£ the Club retired to the seats aft 
and sank into sleepy torpor. He started the 
auxiliary engine and the ketch moved off 
backward and then started toward Skull Island 
on its circle-course toward the village. 

"Nothing, Pa," Cory said. "We had a good 
time, though, but . , ." His eyes turned toward 
Skull Island. "If we could only land on Skull 
Island we'd probably find lots of things." 
Jed Nerrin shook his head. 



"The town's been trying to make that place 
a public park for years," he said. "Only every 
time Pud Conway's put in an objection. He 
claims Sir Roger Conway owned the island and 
that it should belong to him because Conway . I 

was an ancestor of his." His voice hardened. 
"Well, we'll see about that. This time the 
town wants to put a lighthouse in there, too. 
after turning the rest into a park for the 
summer visitors." Then his voice sank. "Of 
course, even if they did, these ghost lights 
would keep people away." 

Toward the west black clouds cut off the 
last remaining light. The tattered ribbons of 
a squall marched up from the south as the 
wind rose to a high whine and the boat rocked 
in the swells. 

Cory shook his head. 

"But nobody believes in ghosts, Pa. Not 
any more. Anyway, neither you nor I ever saw 
the ghost lights." 

"Mebbe not," Jed Nerrin said. "Anyway, 
Pud Conway's agreed to meet the town council 
tomorrow. Unless he can prove he really owns 
that island, you kids'll get your picnics on 
Skull Island yet." 

Abruptly the boat veered. Instantly Jed 
Nerrin furled the small sail. The Pirate Club, 
awakened by the shock, crowded toward the 
prow and sat in the center of the boat to steady 

"Looks like a light squall, maybe a light 
gale," Jed Nerrin observed. The ketch was 
entering the harbor of the fishing village, 
rapidly approaching safety. 

"No ghost lights yet," cheerfully remarked 
Cory. "If you want my opinion, Pa, they're 
just a lot of imagination!" 

Suddenly his father seized Cory's wrist and 
swung him around. 

"Criminently !" Jed Nerrin said. "Look, son!" 

Behind them Skull Island stood, a vast, 
rocky mass in the sea off the Maine coast. The 
approaching storm broke over it in lightning 
flashes and thunderous blasts of heavenly ar- 

Cory looked and gulped. Off Spine Head, 
against whose rocks Sir Roger Conway's pirate 
ship had crashed to oblivion in 1812, weird 
lights were going up! And nowhere, from end 
to end of the whole eastern horizon, was there 
anywhere in sight a sinking vessel! 

"Rockets!" Cory breathed in awe. "Distress 
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Quickly the little ketch ran into the harbor 
and unloaded its cargo of hungry Pirate Club 
members. On the wharf a group of townspeople 
stood, anxiously, fearfully gazing toward Skull 
Island. Thunder rolled down the lightning- 
shattered black sky. Then a final burst of 
thunder came. Again the weird ghost rockets 
shot up off Spine Head and died away. Then 
impenetrable blackness closed in over the sea. 
In silence, Cory and his father went home. 

The next day after school, Cory came home 
depressed. It had rained most of the day and 
now, fresh squalls were coming in from the 
southeast. Out toward Skull Island he could 
see the clamming fleet coming in from Sandler's 
Banks. He wondered what had been the result 
of Pud Conway's interview with the town 
council which had taken place at noon that 
day and which his father, as a prominent towns- 
man, had attended. 

His mother greeted him, and Cory nodded 
disconsolately. 

"Guess you won't get Skull Island for a 
picnic ground, and the town won't be able to 
put up a lighthouse there," his mother said. 

"Your father phoned and said that Pud Con- 
way had proved his claim to the island !" 

"He did?" Cory cried. "But how?" 

His mother frowned. 

"Pud showed the council a piece of parch- 
ment with Sir Roger Conway's signature on 
it," she said. "Said he found it on the island 
and that proves Sir Roger did land on it!" 

"If that's true," Cory ruminated gloomily, 
"Pud really does own the island. Of course, if 
the signature was faked . . ." 

"Oh, it looked authentic enough, your dad 
said," Mrs. Nerrin remarked thoughtfully. 
"Why, it even had a skull-and-crossbones flag 
under it!" B 

"What?" Cory cried, his eyes going wide. 
He started out the door. 

"Cory, where are you going in this weather?" 
Mrs. Nerrin called. 

"Down to find Pa!" Cory shrilled desper- 
ately. "I've got to!" 

It took him only five minutes to reach the 
wharves. The clamming fleet was already tying 
up. Out in the distance he could see his father's 
ketch skirting close to Skull Island. Cory ran 
down to the dock where a motorboat was tied 
up. 

"Stan!" he called to the man who owned it. 
"Can you get me out to Pa's ketch in a hurry?" 

Stan Hallard grinned. He jumped in, started 
the motor. 

"Sure, son," he said. "Only it'll be a little 
slow, 'counta the squalls!" 

Swiftly the powerful little boat whipped 
out into the harbor, Stan and Cory protected 
from the wind in the cockpit. As they ap- 



proached the ketch, Stan sounded his foghorn, 
and the ketch slowed down. An instant later, 
Cory sprang aboard the ketch. 

"Pa. you've got to land on Skull Island right 
now!" Cory cried desperately. 

Jed Nerrin looked at his son just once. 
Cory, he knew, was no fool. Casting off from 
the motorboat, he headed in for ihe island. 
Looking back he saw Stan Hallard following 
and grinned. 

Fighting the running sea, Jed Nerrin had 
no time to question Cory who silently pointed 
to Spine Head. The two craft dashed up on 
the beach. Jed and Stan secured the boats. 
Then all three waded ashore. The rocky path 
led upward at a dizzy incline, the falling rain 
making it slippery. Finally they topped the 
cliff. 

Jed Nerrin gasped. "Good gosh, look down 
there!" He pointed to the hollow on the other 
side of the cliff, and started to run, followed 
by Cory and Stan. Down in the hollow was a 
short, rain-soaked figure, working over some- 
thing on the ground. 

The screaming wind covered their footsteps 
until they were almost upon the figure. Then 
Stan Hallard yelled, "Why, it's . . ." 

"Pud Conway!" Cory cried. 

Pud Conway whirled suddenly. He made a 
vicious lunge sidewise, but Jed tripped him 
against a rock. Then Stan seized and held him. 
Jed stepped over to a small wooden stand in 
which pointed objects stood. 

"It's a rocket launching rack!" he cried. 

"Sure," Cory said. "He was about to start 
the ghost lights. Pa. It was Pud who revived 

them every time there was a squall or storm 

just after the town started trying to get owner- 
ship of the island. He wanted to frighten 
people off with ghosts." He looked at the pale, 
trembling Pud. "But ghosts weren't enough, 
so he made up that piece of fake parchment. 
He probably got the signature from an old 
book. But our Pirate Club has books, too. And 
when Ma told me there was a skull-and-cross- 
bones flag under the signature, I knew Pud had 
made a mistake and the thing was a fake. That 
gave me the suspicion he was behind these 
ghost lights. I figured we might trap him in 
the squall, out here on the island. 

**V? U SEE ' Dad ' most People think all 
M. pirates used skull-and-crossbones flags, 
and Pud probably put one on the piece of 
parchment after he'd forged the signature to 
make it look authentic. I knew it was fake 
because in reality there's no authenticated case 
of any pirate ever having used a skull-and- 
crossbones flag!" 

THE END 



